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THE Author of this Tragedy feels a particu- 


lar pride in communicating to the Public, that 
the preſent Drama was preparing for repre- 
ſentation at the Theatre-Royal, Bath.— Ar. 
Dimond of that Theatre, (whoſe profeſſional 
excellence is too well eſtabliſhed to need the 
commendations of a ſtranger,) had not only 
embraced a very active part on the occaſion, 
but had alſo kindly undertaken the character 
of Theodore. 


The Lord Chamberlain, however, influenced 
by political reaſons, refuſed to ſanction the 
performance, by the neceſſary licenſe; a diſ- 
appointment, which deprived Mr. Dimond of 
the ability to exalt the reputation of an hum- 
ble muſe. 


The Author however, takes this publick 
method of declaring his ſincere thanks to that 
Gentleman, and to aſſure him that his friendly 
exertions will ever be remembered with a 
mixture of gratitude, and delight. | 


TO THR 


RIGHT HONOURABLE 


LORD VALENTIA. 


My Lonp, 


As you were pleaſed, upon the peruſal of a 
former poetical compoſition of mine, to expreſs 
ſome very flattering ſentiments of commenda- 
tion, and as your Lordſhip further condeſcended 
to honour me with repeated marks of your at- 
tention, I have now taken the liberty of pre- 
ſenting your Lordſhip with the offspring of a 
melancholy muſe. —The whole Tragedy was 
completed within the ſpace of five weeks, though 
cloſely engaged, for the greater part of that 
time, in the profeſſional duties of a Theatre, 
and unaſſiſted by a ſingle literary friend; a cir- 
cumſtance which, I hope, will extenuate the 
errors of a young and inexperienced writer. 


A 2 Accept, 


141 


Accept, my Lord, the humble attempt of an 
author, whoſe chief ambition is to pleaſe, and 
court your favour, but whoſe ability can never 
dare to aſpire to excellence.— l have long wiſh- 
ed, as an offering of my gratitude, to make a 
public acknowledgment of thoſe obligations you 
have conferred upon me.—1 hope, therefore, 
your Lordſhip will pardon my preſumption, 
if I take the preſent opportunity of publiſh- 
ing to the world, that I have the honour of 
your notice, 


I am, with the greateſt reſpect, 


Your Lordſhip's moſt obliged, 


And moſt obedient humble ſervnat, 


EDMUND JOHN EYRE. 


j 
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PREFACE. 


IE as Horace obſerves, in his Epiſtle to the Piſoes, 


Neve minor, neu fit quinto productior Attu 
Fabula. 

1 ſhall ſcarcely expe to eſcape the cenſure of the 
critic, for the violation of a rule, recommended by 
the Roman Poet : but, as the ſubjeft of the preſent 
drama is founded upon Republican-Cruelty, and as 
each circumſtance of that fatal cataſtrophe is already 
too deeply impreſſed upon the memory, I concluded, that 
the abridgement of an aft, would ſave the unneceſ- 
ſary repreſentation of notorious Events. 


As moſt publick ſtories, when repreſented on the 


feage, loſe the porver of pleaſing from their want of 


ovelty ; and as nothing is better able to ſupply that 
defect, or relieve the attention of a ſpectator, than 


be appoſite introduction of unexpefed incidents; I 


choſe rather to interweave the imaginary character 
of Theodore, than tire the auditor by dwelling upon 
the whole circle of hiſterical fails, 


Frem 


PREFACE. 


From the memcralle revolutions on the continent, 
whappily effeFed by the violence of faction, and of 
Men, who hide their flagitions villainies under the 
ſpecicus title of Rrroxuisrs, we may deduce this 
w/eful leſſon; that reſtricted monarchy, whilſt it is 
a neceſſary barrier againſt the madneſs of the people, 
at the ſame time preſerves entire, the chartered Liber 


ties of the meaneft ſubjeft? — 


Such is the admirable Conſtitution of the Engliſh 
Government, that no nation in the world can pretend 
0 ſet à beiter model, and no people in the world may 
bve more happy if they pleaſe— 


« O Fortunatos nimium ſua f bona norint 
« Anglicanos“ . 


J have endeavoured by ſeveral alterations, and by 
many additional ſpeeches given to the characters of 
Theodore, Marat, and Charlotte Corde, 1% Heighten 
tbe ſpirit of each ſcene, and render the Second Edi- 
tion more wortDy the periſal of my Readers. 


L 


F 


Written by J. B. Warsox, E: 


And ſpoken by Mr. EyRE, on Saturday, July 1276, 1794, 
at the Theatre R:al, Chclenham. 


W HILST daring France, to every virtue loft, 
In ſtorms of guilt, and rude diſorder toſs d, 
Holds a tremendous picture to the age, 
The dread Effects of looſe ungovern'd rage, 
Be't ours to prize, from this night's awful ſcene, 
Of Liberty, the happy, golden mean.” 
Oh, valiant Britons ! in yourſelves more bleſs'a, 
Of all that free-born ſouls can wiſh, poſiefs'd ; 
With tranquil comfort you allegiance blend 
Lords in your caftle, and your Xing vour friend ! 
Then watch the glorious pile, let no raſh hand 
Dare touch one atom of your firm-ſet band 
Of ſacred laws !—that firucture high uprear'd, 
The work of wiſdom, by the world rever'd !— 
Merely to buaſt reform—deteſt the thought. 
And mark to what perdition France 1s brought : 
Once, polifÞ'd France! —now from inteſtine jars, 
(Profefling to reform,) the ſeat of wars; 
Of complicated war—delug'd in blood !— 
Bereſt of all that's virtuous, fair, or good; 
A horde of wretches, to deſtruttion given, 
Of heav'n forſaken, —and 7or/abing beawen Y 
Deſpair their boaſt ; their projects dark, and deep; 
And their bot hope—2 colt, eternal /j/ eþ / 
Thrice happy Britons, in the com traſt ſce, 
Your g alli ant, — rr liberty! — 
Oh, may old England, to itſelf ſtill true, 
Succeſſive happy ages have in view; 
Value the bleſſing— guard the ſacred tru, 
Firm to the laws, and to our off-pring juſt: 
Tread in thoſe loyal ſteps we long ede trod, 
Revere religion—and obry our God !— 


DRAMATIS PERSON. 


— — 


Marat, 8 - Mr. Wrs ro. 
Dumiel, — - Mr. FowLER. 
Theodore, - Mr. Eras. 
Lecure, - — - Mr. SMITH. 
Officer, — — Mr. EDwaRDs. 


Dauphin, += — Maſter WRESTON. 


Preſident of the — en 
tionary Tribunal, 


Robeſpierre, = - Mr. Roztkrs. 


Charlotte Corde, - Mrs. Corrs. 
Princeſs Royal, - Miſs SM1TH. 
Madame Elizabeth, Mrs. Morreetrr. 


Queen of France, - Mrs. EDWARODsSV. 


Guards, Executioner, Servants, Se. 
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SCENE I. RogrsrikxRE's. 


Enter ROBESPIERRE, 


Anzrtion Child of illuſtrious honor! 
Thou golden danger of aſpiring thoughts 
How few have courage to purſue thy courſe, 
Or climb, with cautious ſtep, the ſteep aſcent 
Of row'ring eminence By ſubtle craft, 
(That fecret engine of deſtructive harm.) 

B I nave 
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I have remov'd each barrier that oppos'd 
My bold admittance to the ſeat of Kings. 

The ſcorpion rod of pow'r's within my graſp, 
Nor will I loſe the hold from out my hand, 
Tho' Hell combin'd, ſhould open all its gates, 
To wreſt it from my gripe—Mankind may ſcorn, | 
And deſcant on the practice of deceit, | 
The Politician's wiſdom, and the wheel | 
That ſets in motion all his vaſt deſigns— | 
Yer, thoſe who undermine, and work unſeen, 

Are, like the Miners, in the cavern'd earth 
Of Spain's rich golden treaſury, Peru, 
Rewarded by the precious, foſſil ore. | 

Moſt opportunely to my wiſhes, came 


The ſtranger, Theodore ; at the cloſe of day, 
When, as he enter'd Paris for redreſs, 


My lucky ſtars firſt pointed out the man 

Under the 'ſemblance of fair Charity, f 
I brought him here to reſt—As yet, I think, 

He knows me not—and then, his friendleſs ſtate, 

Marks him a proper inſtrument of miſchict. 


Enter TRR EO DORER, Babited as a Peaſant. | 
My friend and citizen, your night's repoſe 
Seems to have drawn the cloud from off your 

brow. 


THEODORE. | 
Ah! Sir, the ſun will often ſhine thro' tears. 
Rosx- 


/ 
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ROBBSPIERE. 
My purſe, my perſon, and whatever means 
That friendſhip can deviſe to cure your ills, 
This roof, without reſtraint of forms, affords. 


THEODORE. 
Your kindneſs, Sir, o'erpow'rs my feeblg 
thanks; 
Yet ſuch return as gratitude can make, 
For benefits receiv'd, you may command: 
Nor think I vainly boaſt, when I proteſt, 
The greateſt bleſſing to a gen'rous heart, 
Is to employ the life allow'd by fate, 
In uſeful ſervice for a valu'd friend, 


RoBESPIERRE. 


We all in ſpeculation are the ſame— 

But what immediate proof would you embrace, 
More than the lofty ſound of empty words, 

To challenge and ſecure belief ? 


THEODORE. 
My tongue, 


Unpractic'd in the villain's phraſe of ſpeech, 
Diſdains to wear the ſpecious maſk of guile, 


Scorns to entrap by flatt'ry, or betray 
The noble virtue of a truſting friend. 

Truth hangs a cryſtal mirror 'fore the heart, 
Thro' which, ſuſpicion may at all times look, 
And read the ſecret counſels of the foul. 


B 2 Ros F- 


12 Fe MAID f NORMANDY; o, 


R OBESPIERRE, 

Your accents are the herald of your faith, 
And the true preſage of a worthy mind. 

As favors when conferr'd, too oft aſſume 
The tone of arrogance, and ſtrict command, 
Making the man on whom they are beſtow'd, 
But one degree remov'd from common flaves— 
I ſhall reſign my claim upon your duty, 

Which now ſtands debtor to my laviih'd bounty, 
And humbly beg, what others might demand. 


T HEODORE. 


Name but the taſk, that I may inſtant fly, 
Swift as the deer o'er Lapland's ſnow-girt rocks, 
To bring your wiſhes to their deſtin d home. 

My anxious breaſt, impatient of delay, 

Pants for the moment, pregnant with events, 
When my untutor'd ſword ſhall prove my zcal. 
And ſhew me not unworthy of regard. 


R OBESPIERRE. 


Tis bravely ſpoken, and I much re;oice 
To find our ſentiments ſo well accord 
Brief let me be tho' Capet has expir'c 
Beneath the ſway of perſecuting rage. 
Yet muſt another ſacrifice be made, 


Ere we can ſleep ſecure within our gates 


The dull aſſembly, fetter'd by their tears. 
Are half inclin'd to ſpare the captive Queen : 
But, that I may accelerate her doom, 
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Let it be your care to bribe the million, 
Defame her virtue, paint her as the cauſe 
Of ev'ry tyranny which France has borne. 
The heedleſs populace, with greedy ear, 
Will ſwallow your diſcourſe, and thus inflam'd, 
Thunder their voices with the Jacobins, 
For ſpeedy vengeance on their widow'd Queen. 
Why ſtand you thus amaz'd, and fix'd in 
thought? | 
Tou ruminate too deeply on your loſſes. 
Here's that will amply furniſh all your waats, 
[ Giving him à purſe of money. 
T HEODORE. 
Your pardon, Sir, I muſt decline the bait, 
[ Throwing it down.) 
ROBESPIERRE. 
What means this riddle ? *T was but yeſter- 
night, 


You pleaded indigence, and freely took 


Ihe proffer'd bounty of my lib'ral hand. 


| T HEODORE. 

'Tis true, I did—burt then I knew you not. 
Tho” hard oppreſſion, and the ſcythe of war, 
Expell'd me from my happy, native plains g 
Tho' poor and friendleſs, wretched and forlorn, 
Not all the prize of India, or its gems, 

Should bribe me to forget I was a man, 
Or ſtain my honor for the wealth of wor!ds. 
Rosz- 
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"Tis mighty well —are theſe your vaunted 
thanks ? 
When I beheld you firſt, you were o'erwhelm'd, 
Half-drown'd, and finking in a ſea of troubles ; 
And when my hand would ſnatch you from 
diſtreſs — 


THEODORE. 
Say, rather, plunge me deeper in deſpair. 


ROBESPIERRE. 


Tis ever thus th* ungrateful heart repays, 
In ſcornful terms, the benefactor's gift. 


T HEODORE. 


I am as far from baſe ingratitude, 
As thou art, Monſter, from the radiant light 
Of Virtue's hallow'd ſhrine—your helliſh art, 
Would meanly take advantage of my ſtate, 
And thinking me as poor in ſoul, as means 
Of worldly ſubſtance, baſely would ſeduce, 
By paltry gold, my unſuſpecting nature. 

But know, my honeſty defies the ſnare, 
My boſom pants indignant at the thought, 
And ſpite of fear, I'll tell thee to thy face, 
Thou art a villain. 

Roze- 
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My rage is riſing. 
But moderation better ſuits the time. [Mal. 

Tho' thine opprobrious language has debas'd, 
Slander'd my reputation, by a word, 
Too grofs for cooler reaſon to repeat 
Yet, will I blot it from my memory; 
Nay, more, will raiſe you to the height of pow'r, 
If, by the breath of calumny, thou wilt 
Poiſon the tide of Juſtice, and enrage 
The mad intoxication of the rabble, 


To haſten, by their clamours, the decree 
Which ſhall annihilate the pride of Auſtria. 


T HEODORE. 


Sworn liegeman to my country, and my King, 
My oath of fealty, whiſpers in mine ear, 
Revenge the ſuff rings of a murder'd King ; 
Protect his hapleſs Queen, and plant the Crown, 
Upon the baby-brow of Louis' Son !— 

Grant me, kind Heav'n, the heart-diſſolving 

bliſs, | 
To ſuccour, and redreſs the Royal Martyrs, 
And vindicate, tho' at the loſs of life, 
The cauſe that binds me to an injur'd Prince. 


ROBESPIERRE, 
Beware, raſh man, how you provoke me fur. 


ther, 
My 
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My anger, juſt ſuppreſs'd, rekindles now, 
And ſoon will blazen forth with double heat : 
The axe is ſharpen'd, and the block prepar d. 


T HEODORE. 


Your threat'ning I retort but with a ſmile, 
A ſmile of moſt ineffable contempr. 
The ſtately lion ſhrinks not when he hears, 
Or heeds the bellowing of the baited bull. 

Does thy conſcience ſleep ?—Can nothing 

rouſe thee ?— 

For once, awake !-—The voice of truth attend 
And tho' the novel ſound may grate thine ear, 
No longer dare to be thy Sov'reign's foe. 


ROBESPIERRE. 


Go, preach your documents to thoſe who'l} 
hear 3 

Roar your philippick in the ſchools, and cram 
Your pedant-meal into the hungry mouths 
Of ſcholiaſts, they will thank you for the food ; 
Such diet ſuits not with my appetite. 
But one thing more, reſolve without delay, 
To execute my charge, or, elſe expect, 


The utmoſt rigour of offended law, 


T HEODORE, 


And dar'ſt thou talk of law, when thou haſt 
broke 


The 
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The ſacred duties of thy King, and God ! 

When thou, and thy infernal minions, 

Profane the heav'nly myſteries, and live, 

Declar'd, the ſacrilegious enemies 

Of moral virtue and religious faith. | 
Oh ! were ſuch miſcreants proſtrate at my 

feet, 

Begging remiſſion of their horrid crimes— 

Tho' ev'ry tear, ſhould be a court of mercy, 

And ev'ry ſigh, the breath of new-born babes, 

The echoes of their ſhame ſhould deaf my pity, 

Thatmy relentleſs ſteel might pierce their hearts, 

And, with a whirl-wind's ſtormy ſpeed, tranſport 

T heir mangled bodies to the StyÞ1an gloom. 

[ Exit. 

ROBESPIERRE., 


'Tis well he's gone—]T trembled for my ſafety, 
How brave is innocence—how weak is guilt | 
This Theodore, tho' in a Peaſant's garb, 

Is happier than myſelf; what tho' I've ſtem'd 
The envious torrent df an adverſe party; 
Loaded my coffers—yet, my great ambition 
Has ſpread ſo bold a pinion, and has ſoar'd 
To ſuch an eagle heighr—my dizzy brain 
Dares not look backward on the rugged ſteep 
That I have climb'd, left J fall headlong down, 
Off the ſtupendous ſummit of the cliff 


CG The 
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The worm of conſcience feeds upon my life 

And tho” environ'd by an armed hoſt, 

Each hour I dread ſome bold aſſaſſin's ſtroke ; 

Nor are my nights more tranquil than my days, 

For midnight viſions haunt my mental ſight. 
Oh! conſcience, conſcience—would I could 

recal— 

But ſince that hope is vain, I'll ſteel my breaſt; 

Againſt compunction wage eternal war 

Remorſe, farewell for deſperation now, 

Shall henceforth be my monitor, and guide, 

And tho' through infamy, I'll riſe to fame. 

| [ Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE I. 


An Hor ZI in PARIS. 


1 
Enter CMA RIOT TI Corbe ond DUMIRL, 


Do uit. 


Say, ſhall we further yet purſue our journey ? 
Or weary'd, and fatigu'd, repoſe to day, 
And with recruited, renovated ſtrength, 
Set onward by to-morrow's dawn ? 


| Conde, 
No; here, 
My journey ends. (gbs.) 
DuUMI1EL. 


Why that convullive ſigh ? 
Oh! deareſt lady, I would not offend 
Pardon the faithful, tho' officious zeal 
Of your poor ſervant, who would yield his life, 
Could he but pour the cordial of relief, 
Into the aching boſom of his miſtreſs. 


\ Conva. 
My woes, Dumiel, would mock thy friendly 
aid, 
For peace, the wonted tenant of this breaſt, 
Has now forſook th' abode, and in it's room, 
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A hideous group, the offspring of deſpa.., 
Eclips'd the happy ſunſhine of the heart, 
And life, alas, is now my bitt'reſt foe. 


DUMI1EL. 


Yet ſure that power who diſſipates the clouds, 
Which to the ſea-worn mariners portend 
The awful ſummons of infuriate ſtorms, 
Will calm the tempeſt of a troubled mind, 5 
Sooth by the ſound of heav'n- created hope — 


/ 
Cox. 


Talk not of hope At is a ſlender reed, 
The feebleſt preſſure, or the gentleſt breeze, 
Bends to the earth; an Ignis Fatuus 
To the benighted; way-worn traveller, 

Who truſting the deluſive light, wanders, 
Until the riſing ſun illumes the path, 

And ſhews to his miſguided expectation, 
The folly of credulity. 


DUuMIEL, 
Yet, hear— 
Tho' hope may not adminiſter a cure, 
It may repreſs the ſigh, aſſuage the throbs 
Of life-conſuming anguiſh, and recal 
The crimſon bluſh upon your beauteons check, 
Which moiſten'd by your tears, is like the roſe, 
When it unfolds it's damaſk leaves, glittering 
| With 
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With the dews of heav'n—Be chearful lady 
Each honeſt breaſt will ſympathize with yours, 
Share all your woes, and bring you ſome relief, 


/ 
Cox. 


Few, few, like thee, would catch the bitter 
drops, 
Which from the cup of ſorrow overflow, 
Or wipe the tear from off the pallid cheek. 


Friends are, like ſwallows, that when ſummer 
ſuns 


Impreſs their fervid rays upon the earth, 
And hills and valleys ſhine with golden hue, 
In vaſt abundance fly about the coaſt ; 

But ſoon as winter low'rs, and angry clouds 
Threaten aloud the bankruptcy of nature, 
They diſperſe— 

Our only refuge from the ſtorms of fate, 

Is in the dark aſylum of the tomb. 


Du ui L. 
Theſe ſad ideas but increaſe your pain, 
And court the mind's worſt enemy, deſpair 
Speak, I conjure you, tell me of the cauſe 
Of our myſterious journey into Paris. 
Nay, you muſt hearken to my ſtrong entreaties. 
Have v0u forgot that in this rebel city 


Your gan, eto moulders in his grave, 
Depri of bein, for his ſworn fidelity, 
And fr allegi nce to the royal caule ? 


/ 
CorDe. 
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F 
Conor. 


Imprinted on the record of my breaſt, 
Buſy remembrance paints the horrid day, 
When, by the ſev' ring axe, Alberto died. (weeps) 

Oh, may the deed be regiſter'd above, 

And draw down vengeance on the murderers 
Let ev'ry plague that harden'd Egypt bore, 
Be multiply'd on them, and on their race, 
With treble woe; that they may learn, and fee] 
The agonizing pangs of conſcious guilt, 


And, tortur'd by their crimes, at laſt expire, 
In all the horrors of eternal ſhame. 


DuMI1EL. 


Forbear, my worthieſt miſtreſs, and reflet 
Your ſorrows thus indulg'd may wake ſuſpicion, 


| / 
CorDE. 


Said'ſt thou, forbear ?—Go, bid the galley 
ſlave 

To kiſs the hand that chains him to the oar 
Forbid the ocean to aſſault the beach, 
Or bluſt' ring winds transfix the ſturdy oak— 
Then talk to me of cool indifference, 
For my Alberto's timeleſs death; for, oh, 
The very thought, like draughts of potent wine, 
To the fermented brain, drives reaſon mad. 


Dunz. 
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DuMIEL. 


I cannot ſee your grief tranſport you thus, 
And not partake your ſadneſs; leave awhile, 
Theſe melancholy thoughts, and let me know, 
Why you abandon'd in ſuch haſte your home, 
Forſook, at dead of night, your peaceful couch, 
And with reſiſtleſs ardour bent your way, 

To this curs'd place? Where, innocence, abas'd, 
Flies from the ſnare of democratic rage. 


/ 
CoRDE. 


Who can behold with calm philoſophy, 
The falling fabrick of monarchal pow'r, 
Demoliſh'd by the baſe inſidious arts 
Of upſtart tyrants, who pervert the laws, 
And not like me, reſolve to a& a deed, 
That ſhall amaze the gazing world ! 


Du ui 1 
Good heav'n, : 


What means the frantic raving of your ſpeech ? 


BE 
ConRDe. 


To ſee the form of deſolated France 
To ſee a King inſulted, and depos'd, 
Dragg'd to the ſcaffold, by a lawleſs band, 
To glut the malice of his enemies ; 
His Queen impriſan'd, with her hapleſs race, 
Mourning 
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Mourning their murder'd ſire at ſuch a fight— 
F'en ſtoic apathy, with iron-heart, 

Would feel the glow of warm humanity, 

And blow the trumpet to awake revenge ! 


DUuMIEL. 


Your purpoſe, half diſclos'd, affrights my foul. 
Explain your meaning—wheretfore have you left 
Your aged father to bewail your loſs, 

And mourn the abſence of his darling child ? 


/ 
CoRDE. 


My father ?—WhenT think what he'll endure 
To hear his daughter's fate, the patriot-zeal, 
Gives way to filial tenderneſs, and love. 

No more my care ſhall nurſe declining age, 
Smooth the rough pillow of infirm decay, 

Or, rock the cradle of that helpleſs ſtate 
Of ſecond childhood ; for, oh, my father, 
My voice that long has ſooth'd your tott'ring 
years, 
No more ſhall tune the care-diſpelling note, 


Du url. 


Your words, like thunder to a guilty wretch, 
Appal my courage, and my trembling pulſe, 
Beats in expectance of ſome dread event. 


6 Corr. 


The DEATH F He QUEEN N FRANCE. 23 


/ 
CoRDE. 


*T were needleſs to repeat how much I've borng 

Since the ſad tidings of Alberto's death; 

Know, then, that I have ſworn a ſacred oath, 

T' avenge his murder and my country's wrongs. 
Steel'd by the cauſe, ere long thou wilt behold 

A woman's vengeance mount into a blaze !— 
My woes I will convert to ſpecial uſe— 

My ſtreaming tears ſhall ſwell the great account 

Of dire revenge, until the thunderbolt, 

And fiery ſparks of raging indignation, 

Burſt, with conſuming wrath, upon the head 

Of that deteſted homicide, Marat, 

That vile aſſaſſin-fiend, the type of Hell. 


Du ur !. 
My ſenſes quite bewilder'd in ſurmiſe, 
But dimly ſee into your dark deſign: 
My fears interpret that your rage reſolves. 


/ 
CoRDE. 


To ſtab the hated monſter to the heart! 


DUuMIEL. 
Thou canſt not perpetrate a deed ſo curs d 
A deed, that will for ever damn thy fame, 


And rank thee with the liſt of murderers. 
A deed— 


J 
D CoRkpe 
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Cox pz. 


That will immortalize my name 
What will they ſay of her, who, ſcorning death, 
With Roman courage, and heroic fire, 

Singly ſtep'd forward to preſerve her country ? 

Will not hiſtorians dwell upon the page, 
Wonder, with rapture, on the glorious cauſe, 
Produce my name to ſtimulate the brave, 

And teach ſucceeding ages to admire, 
Then emulate the heroine of the North ? 


DuMIEL. 

Still do not raſhly run into the den, 
Where, with extended jaws, the tyger fits, 
Couching, and eager to devour his prey. 
What gain you by the perilous attempt? 
The lender conſolation of renown, 

Too dearly purchas'd by the loss of life. 


/ 
CORDE, 


Had I ten thouſand lives concenter'd here, 
Within the narrow compals of this frame, 
would reſign them all, and to the lan, 
Exult in death, could but the poor exchange, 
Ranſom, with honor, what my country's loſt. 

How meanly abject is indeed that wretch, 
Who, with a coward's fear, would nat fort go 
The hopes of living, to ſccure the peace, 
And future glory of his native land !— 


Deut 
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DUuMIEL. 

Conſider yet—let not miſguided zeal, 
Urge you to ſtain your ſpotleſs ſoul with blood. 
Humanity is nobler than revenge. 
Mercy, engender'd by the pitying tears 
Of angels, weeping at the Throne of Grace, 
For pardon on mankind, ſhould teach us all 
Forgiveneſs is an attribute of Heav'n! 


J 
CORDE. 


And ſo is juſtice therefore, I'm reſolv'd. 


| Du url. 
Recal your baniſh'd reaſon to your aid, 
And, ere 1t 1s too late, repent your vow. 
Grant that Marat is worſe than you deſcribe, 
Have you the delegated right to puniſh ? 
The firſt, great pow'r of heav'n's prerogative, 
] 
CoRDE. 
There was a time when counſel ſuch as thine, 
Like muſick to the raviſh'd ear of love, 
Might once have Jull'd the ſad, complaining 
heart; 
But now-—:the breath of vengeance blows a 
flame, 
Which ne'er can be extinguiſh'd but by blood ! 
Yes, thon deſtroyer of a monarch's life, 
104 vile tormentor of a ſuff'ring Queen, 


D 2 And 
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And chief abetter of rebellion's crew, 
Impendent horrors hover o'er thy head ! 


© Unreſpited, unpitied, unrepriev'd,“ 

A woman's feeble arm ſhall ſtrike the blow, 
That hurls thee down the precipice of woe ; 
There, vanquiſh'd, groan, in adamantine chains, 
And, like the grand apoſtate, curſe thy pains ! 


[ Exeunz, 


END OF ACT THE FIRST. 
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AG > 
SCENE I.—The T tMPLE. 


The Qrrren, Parincess Royal, Mabant Elrza- 


PETH, and the Davenin, diſcover'd in deep 
mourxing. 


QUEEN. 


( Kneeling.) Eternal ſource - The fountain— 
and the ſpring— 


Thus lowly proftrate, humbled to the duſt, 

Be witneſs to our grateful adoration !— 
Emit one heav'nly ſpark of conſolation, 

To cheer the horrors which poſſeſs my ſoul. 
And if an infant's feeble voice aſcends, 

Or can be heard amidſt the choral ſtrain, 

Pity the forrows of my mourning children-— 
Spread thy protecting mantle o'cr their heads, 

And guard them with the ſhield of innocence. 

Let not the murd'rous ſword, or hidden poiſon, 

Deſtroy the budding bloſſoms of their youths. 
On me, alone, let ev'ry miſchief fall 

And when this head ſhall fink, as ſoon it muſt, 

Oh, grant me patience to abide the ſtorm, 

And bow ſubmiſſive to the will of fate. [Ang. 


6 Dau- 
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Davy”nin. 
From morn to eve, from eve 'till morn again, 
I've wept, and cry'd to be releas'd ; alas, 
I fear me, mother, tis in vain to hope it. 


PRINCESS Royal. 
Where are our friends, and kinſmen ? Never 
more, 
Shall we behold them—T his is all our world— 
Here nothing ſhall be heard but ſighs, and groans, 
Or, the dull clock that counts each trickling 
tear. | | 
Summer ſhall redden, and the autumn bloom, 
But we ſhall never ſee it 
For dead, cold winter, will inhabit here. 


MaDamMe. 
How drear and dark are fate's myſterious 
ways |! 
In error's mazes how are mortals loſt ! 
Where are the flatt'ring proſpects which 
adorn'd 

Our earlier days, and made us dance with joy ? 
Where is the ſplendid dome the glitt'ring robe 
The tributary homage of a court? 


QUEEN, 
(To the Dauphin) Ah! what avails, my child, 
thy royal birth ? 
Thou art but now ſupreme in miſery — 
III fated hour, when on thine infant head, 


keep 


| 
| 
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Keen northern winds deſpoil'd the promis'd fruit, 
Blaſted the wreaths, and wither'd all the bays, 
We fondly wove to crown thy riper years. 
DAuyPyHnin. 

I wiſh that J had been ſome ſhepherd boy, 
Rather than what I am ; for then, methinks, 
I might have liv'd in peace, the happy tenant 
Of an humble cor. 

Quer. 

Deceitful pageantry !— 
Had fate allotted us ſome lowly birth, 
Far from the jarring cares of pompous courts, 
Where no ambitious kinſman's impious arts, 
Had ſtrove to wreſt us from our ſmall domain; 
Or ſtirr'd the ſimple peaſants to rebel, 
And rob a King, and Father of his life !— 

Then balmy ſlumbers would have bleſs'd our 

nights, 

Then jocund labour, ſalutary pain, 
And roſeate health, without the aid of arr, 
Had {mil'd upon our pleaſant waking hours, 


But now, my never ceaſing tears muſt dow, 
Now muſt the canker, grief, corroding ſmart, 


Prey on the roſy check; now, like the lily, 
Nipt by the hoary winter, we ſhall droop, 
Languiſh and wither in a green-old age. 
Madame. 
More than enough of ſorrow haſt thou 
known— 


Take comfort, ſiſter, 


QUEEN. 
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QUEEN. 
Oh, what ſov'reign balm, 


Can heal a wound ſo deeply torn as mine ? 

I could have borne the {ad reverſe of fortune, 
The wond'rous revolution in my Fate; 

Have call'd this priſon, but affliction's palace, 
Had but my Lord—my King my huſband liv'd. 


Daur HIN. 
Oh, Mother, who muſt be my father now? 
QuEern. 
The God of Heav'n !—The Father of the 
fatherleſs ! 

He, my poor, ſuff ring babe, will watch thy ſteps: 
And with a lambent flame, celeſtial love, 
Will be a guardian to thine helpleſs ſtate. 


Dau HIN. 


But, will he take me to his boſom, kiſs, 
And fondle o'er me, as my father did ? 


QUux iN. 
Yes, my dear child, for he's the orphan's 
friend ; | 
The pillow, where the wretched ſhall recline, 


The lap, where mis'ry ſhall at laſt repoſe. — 


DavPHIvN. 
I wiſh then I were ſeated on his knee, 
And thou, my mother, on the other ſide.— 
But will he come to us? 


QuEEN. 


* 


* wats " 
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QUEEN. 
My breaking heart ! [ 4hde. 
No, we muſt go to him. 
DavuPHIN. 


You mock me ſure. 
For tis impoſſible to go to him, 
As ev'ry door is lock'd. 


QUEEN. 


Death will unbar the gates, and let us free! 
[ Vildly. 


* 


PRINCESS ROvAI. 


His boyiſh prattle but diſturbs her mind, 
And wakes the mem'ry of my father's doom. 


QUEEN. 


Oh! for a taſte of that oblivious ſtream, 
Whoſe draught might drive remembrance from 
its ſeat ! 

For when I think on what I've been, a Queen, 

And think on what I am, forlorn, abandon'd, 

And to compleat my woes, a priſoner, 

Bereft of ev'ry thing but conſcious virtue, 

My frantick, fev'riſh brain runs mad—and ſee— 

Ah, ſacred form! dear ſemblance of my love, 

What cauſe has ſent thee from Elyſium here ? 

Oh, Ecſtaſy ! my King—my Lord—my Louis !— 

Thus, let me claſp thee, in a fond embrace, 
E Thus, 
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Thus, let me ſink to everlaſting peace, 


That I may never, never loſe thee more. 
[ Falls on the ground. 


Pzxincrss ROYAL. 

Riſe, riſe, my Royal mother, and look up, 
It is your poor afflicted daughter ſpeaks — 
Behold, my guſhing tears atteſt my grief ! 

DavuPHiIN. 
Pray let me kiſs her hand—h, do not die! 


For who will comfort us, when thou are gone ? 


Madame. 
See, ſhe revives—ſo—gently raiſe her up. 


QUEEN. 


Alas! where am I?—'Twas deluſion all. 


[ Ry/ing. 
My ſenſes are, indeed, imperfet—wild— 
I am the ſlave of fate—the ſport of malice, 


The ſneer of envy—oh !—-misfortune's hand 
Has dealt ſo hardly with me, that I bow 
Beneath a load of evils ; and the winds 

Have blown fo rude a tempeſt on my head, 


That ſoon this flender, ſhatrer'd bark, will fink, 


Daſh'd into pieces by the ſtormy world. 


MA DAM RE. 


Deſpond not wholly—look for happier times. 


That thought may leſſen, if not quite remove, 
The anxious throbbings of a parent's breaſt. 


QUEEN, 


: 
* 
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I care not for myſelf—tho' death be terrible, 
I would with pleaſure wait the fatal blow, 
Embrace the grizzly ſpectre with a ſmile, 
And lay me gently on the bed of earth, 
Could but my death appeaſe the furious traitors, 
And purchaſe freedom to my orphan race. 
That is too great a bleſſing to expect. 
The trunk once hewn, the branches ſoon will 

periſh. | 

Their lives will next be added to the blood 
Of ſlaughter'd thouſands yes, my children too, 
Will both be butcher'd. 


PRINYOESS Royal, 
Dive not in futurity— 
Anticipation does but double woes, | 
Have other thoughts—take hope to your relief. 


QUS&SEN, 
Hope's a flow balſam to a wounded mind, 
Will ſometimes ſoothe, but oftner will deceive. 
Deſtructive hope !—whoſe faint, deluſive light, 
Shews, like the raper's blaze, when juſt extinct, 
That, glim'ring fades—then leaves us in the 
dark ! 


[The Scene cloſes. 


E 2 SCENE 
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SCENE II. MararT's Apartment. 
Enter Ma RAT. 


Be firm, my ſoul, firm on thy ſtony baſis. 
Diſdain each thorny danger that would bar 
Thy way to glory —long have I been ſunk 
In low obſcurity, the bane of honor— 

But now, my active genius, like the comet, 
That ſhoots it's train of light againſt the fun, 
Shall blaze ſuperior to a Monarch's pride ! | 

Curſe on the laws of hard deſpotic rule, : 
That tavght me firſt the weight of cruel bondage, 
Inglorious bondage, which inthrals the mind ; 

A vaſſal's, flaviſh, and obſequious duty, | 
A vile ſubmiſſion to a havghty Lord !— | 
But now, ye fawning ſycophants, no more, | 
Shall ye impoiſon, by your baleful breath, 

The ſprouting branches of our fav'rite tree. 

Oh! 'twas an happy artifice, to catch 
The gaping wonder of the multitude ! 

Am I the people's friend thro' love of juſtice ? 
No, 'tis my int'reſt links me to the crowd, 


My bold ambition, and my great revenge 


/ 
Enter CORDE,. 


I 
Cox pk. 


Forgive a ſtranger, who can thus intrude, 
And ſeek an audience for your private ear. 
MakarT. 


The DEATH of the QUEEN of FRANCE. 37 


MarRraAT. 
My leiſure, Madam, waits on your command. 


/ 
CORDE. 


| I come to crave your mercy, in behalf 

| Of my poor countrymen, whoſe loyalty 

Demands that the Convention ſhould repeal 

The cruel ſentence which has doom'd 'em 
traitors, | 

Forc'd them to wander forth as wretched exiles, 

And beg protection in a foreign land. 


MaRaT. 

| There let them ſtarve, and all who would 
combine 

| To overturn the freedom we have rais'd. 


Cords. 

Say anarchy, and freedom miſapply'd=. 
The ſtream of liberty untainted flows, 
And runs far clearer than Diana's fount— 
Your boaſted freedom 1s the ſavage law, 
To ſanction murder, and applaud rebellion.— 
For Liberty's enthuſiaſtic zeal, 
To the miſguided ſenſe of vulgar minds, 
Is like a dagger in the ruthleſs hand 
Of raging madneſs—and, let me tell you, 
The worſt of tyrants is—a Democrat, 


MAR AT. 
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MARAT. 

Your ſex's privilege may warrant ſpeech, 
Burt as the choſen friend of our Republick, 
And covenanted foe of ſcepter'd idols, 

My duty to my country, glorious impulle ! 
Bids me denounce thee, traitreſs, as a rebel. 
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1 
Cox pk. 


And can'ſt thou urge the ſpecious name of 
duty, 
' And call thyſelf a patriot, when thou 
Haſt trampled on the laws, and overthrown 
The venerated rights of monarchy ? 
Stoop'd to the meaneſt arts, and with thy falſe, 
Baſe rhet'rick, poiſon'd the people's loyalty. | 
The tree, which had for ages been admir'd, = 
Whoſe bloſſoms, ſweeter than the ſpicy fragrance, | 
Wafted by gentle winds, ſpread odors round, \ 
Defarm'd rebellion rooted from the earth. | 


 Maxar. 
Yes, bur, in it's ſtead, the hand of liberty, 
Tranſplanted from a neighb'ring ſoil, a tree, 
Shall ſhadow France, and bloom an evergreen. 


— —— — 
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I 
ConrDE. 


Enticing as the fruit appears, the caſte, 
Like Eden's fatal, and forbidden tree, 
Eatails perpetual ſorrow on the land. 


If 
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If reaſon, juftice, and the gen'rous inſtiaR, 
Which makes us feel for virtue ia diſtreſs, 
Be not abſorb'd by blood-fed cruelty, 
Relax the rigour of rebellious hate, 
Reſtore the antient government of kings, 
| Releaſe the royal captives from the Temple ; 
And, by one act of mercy, ſhew the world, 
Thou haſt not loſt the feelings of a man. 


MARAT. 

This woman's war of railing I deſpiſe, 
For, from this hour I ſwear to ſacrifice, 

Each fooliſh pity to vindictive ire, 

| And above all the Queen ſhall feel my pow'r. 


7 
CoR DE. 


] Hear it, ye nations, and record the deed ! 
| The mighty champion of a people's right, 
ö The wiſe interpreter of nature's laws, 
The great retailer of diſſected freedom, 
The valiant hero, and th' exalted man, 
Boldly reſolves, and then as bravely dares, 
To wreak his hatred on an helpleſs woman. 
MARAT. 
What ſubtile politician's wily arts, 
Have taught thee thus to gloſs thy phraſe of 
ſpeech, 
With all the irony of keen reproach ? 
Some minds indeed there are, of dæmon- birth, 
Compos'd of ſuch malignant, peeviſh ſpleen— 
Whoſe 
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Whose pois'nous tongues, when edg'd by 
fand'rous malice, 

Bite with the venom of the writhed adder ; 

Thus, grey-ey'd envy, feeds upon detraction, 

Mildews the bloſſoms genius had matur'd, 

Loathes the fair excellence of modeſt merit, 

And arrogantly vaunts of idol, /elf /— 


7 
Co R DE. 


Truths are but ill-employ'd, and much abus'd, 
To colour gilt, and varniſh over crimes. 
Honor, implanted in the free-born ſoul, 

Soars above ſelfiſh paſſions, and abhors 

The tainted form of vagrant flattery ; 

Aſſerts the freedom of an honeſt heart, 

Boldly accuſes villainy like thine, 

Exalts the good, but leaves the wretch to ſhame ! 


MARAT. 
Curs'd be the timid prudence that would ſuffer 
A brand of infamy, like that of villain. 
Villain !—Diftraftion but with ten-fold ſcorn, 
I do return the bold preſumptuous lye. 


7 
CoR DE. 


If mild compaſſion cannot ſway thy breaſt, 
Remember, wretch, (or, if thou haſt not read, 
Turn o'er the ſad, but wiſe hiſtoric page,) 

And ſet the dangers which await thy crimes. 

The day of retribution is at hand— 

The hour approaches, when an upright judge 
I Shall 
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Shall weigh thine actions in an equal ſcale, 
Without abatement of a ſingle grain. 
My warning over I ſhall now retire 
Fre long, expect me once again; till then, 
I charge you to refle& upon the fate 
That waited Cæſar, on the Ides of March! 


Be wiſe—repent.. [Exit. 


MARAT. 
Think'ſt thou, imperious woman, 
Such idle fancies can alarm my fears? 

Yet was there ſomething in her aw'd my rage, 
Nay, more, her charms engroſs'd my am'rous 

thoughts. 

A happy project, like the dawn of light, 
Burſting thro' chaos, ſtrikes upon my mind 
Guards ſhall attend to ſeize upon her perſon 
Her luſcious ſweets I will enjoy, by force! 
Then, ſated with the nauſeous banquet, riſe, 
And have her apprehended as a rebel 
Thus ſhall I glut, at once, my love, and ven- 

geance ! 


Till be the feaſt, the luxury of revenge 


Lit. 


F. SCENE 
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SCENE III.— A 8rreet. 


Enter Dumitr, followed by TazoDorE, in the | 
Military Habit of a National Guard. | 
| DuMIEL. 
y Oh, how this meeting will rejoice my miſtreſs — 
We all have mourn'd you dead—how did you 
"ſcape 


The execution of the cruel law, 
Pronounc'd againſt thee by the dire tribunal ? 


The rumour of my death was caus'd by chance, 
A Victim of the ſelf-ſame name, and country, 
Had ſuffer'd for his loyalty ; hence, fame, * 
That buſy babler of inventive miſchief, . 
Proclaim'd the ſtory of my forſeit life. | 


Dunz. f 
What more confirm'd us in the ſad belief, 
Was, that no letter, at ch'accuſtom'd day, 
On which you always wrote, had been receiv'd. 


— 


— = 


THEODORE. 
| The cautious jealouſy of the leaders, 
Who rule the nation with deſpotic ſway, 
Forewarn'd me of the hazard ; as I hcard, 
That ev'ry packet was detain'd, and open'd. 
This was the reaſon of my painful ſilence. , 
And 


THEODOR. 
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And to avoid the danger of arreſt, 

(For I had once been favour'd by the king.) 

I choſe t'aſſume the name of Theodore; 

And for ſome ſpace of time had liv'd conceal'd, 
Among the peaſants, and the mountaineers, 
Were high-land Savoy breathes it's chilling 


blaſt, 
Till the incurſion of ſome famiſh'd troops, 


Diſturb'd the quiet of my ſafe retreat. 


DumMniEL. 


But, wherefore in this military garb ? 
You cannot ſurely mean to join the cauſe, 
And be a champion of republic rage ? 


THEODORE, 
T'avoid ſuſpicion, and all ſearch elude, 
1 have enliſted as a volunteer, | 
In the ſame cohort that ſurrounds the Temple. 
A gleam of expectation fir d my breaſt, 
No leſs than to releaſe the captive Queen ! 
What, fight on the fide of rebels? never 
No, may my finews ſhrink, my ſtrength decay, 
And palſy'd age enerve my youthful limbs, 
If &'er I ſhall abjure a ſubject's homage, 
Or, draw my ſword againſt a monarch's right ! 


DuM1EL. 
May heav'n reward you for your loyal zeal. 


F 3 Tur o- 
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T HEODORE. 
Now, ſpeak, and tell me of your lovely miſtreſs— 
How does my Charlotte, my ador'd Corde ? 


DuMIEL. 
My joy to ſee you ſafe, had for awhile, 
Almoſt ſubdu'd my ſorrow for her— 


T HEODORE. | 


Death ? 


Oh ! ſay but that my Charlotte lives, or grief 
Will turn me to a ſtatue of deſpair. 


DUuMIEL, 


My miſtreſs lives. 


THEODORE. 

Thrice happy T heodore !— 

The wretch condemn'd, and juſt repriev'd from 4 
death, 

Feels not more bliſs than I do at the found | 

That tells me Charlotte 1s alive ! 


| DuMIEL. | 
Ab, ſir, | 
Too ſhort will be your joy, for I muſt now 
Unfold a tale that will confound the hearer. 
Yet, ere you liſten, with all care put on, 
The ſureſt armour, paſſive fortitude. 


THzODORE. 
What means that falling tear, that piteous look * 
Ha! what a ſcene of ſorrow is expreſs d, 


In 
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In the deep furrows of your clouded brow | 

Wich ſuch a countenance, e'en Priam's ſons 

Stood upon the embattled walls of Troy, 

When Hector, fell, ſlain by Achilles' ſpear. 
Where is ſhe ?—nay, your ſpeechleſs agonies, 

Do conjure up a thouſand killing doubts. 


DUMI1EL. 
My poor, young lady, thinking you were dead— 


T #3 0DORE. 

Is wedded to another l—is't not ſo? 
Heaven, and earth, is this my promis'd joy 2 
Oh! woman, woman, falſe, deceitful woman! 
Your vows are nothing more than icicles, 
Which the warm ſun, your paſſions, ſoon dif. 

ſolve! 


Du MizL. 

Nay, do not wrong her laſting conſtancy, 
Or, caſt a blemiſh on her maiden honor. 
How ſhe has lov'd you, you may learn of me. 
On hearing of your dreadful fate, ſhe left 
Her father's houſe without one laſt adieu, 
And journey'd here; revolving in her mind, 
The total ruin of your murderers— 

And, in the tranſport of diſtracted rage, 
Reſolv'd—I ſhudder whilſt I name the deed. 


 THEODORE. 
You ſtretch me on the rack—my heart will 
burſt— | 
Act 


— 
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Act not the torturer, but let me know 
The dreadful ſecret—what has ſhe reſolv'd ? 


Dunz. | 
To ſtab Marat—and glories in the thought. 


| T HEODORE. 
Heroic maid ; exalted, matchleſs virtue 
When I remember not thy try'd affection, 
May ſcorn, the villain's infamy, o'ertake me. 
Ny Charlatte Oh the muſick of that name, 
Has pow'r to harmonize the rougheſt mould, 
And charm &en melancholy to a ſmile. 
Reſiſtleſs magic hangs upon her tongue, 
Like ſtrains ſeraphic to the dying Saint!— 
The flow'ry va es, by gentleſt zepyhrs fann'd, 
Boaſt not the perfume of ſo ſweer a breath. 
Oh. may ſome Guardian-ſpirit from above, 
Expand the filver-lucid wings of Love; 
Pour forth the choiceſt gifts without alloy, 
Exernal ſun-ſhine, and eternal joy !— 


Excunt. 


END OF ACT II. 
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ATT MM 
SCENE I.—The Tzmert. 
The Royal Captives diſcovered. 


QUEEN, 


Dear liberty, thou firſt, beſt gift of nature 
Bleſs'd with thy ſweets, forth from his clay- built 
cot, 
The lowly hind, contentment for his dow'r, 
Riſes at early morn, and cheerly ſings; 
Or, as he yokes the oxen to the plough, 
Whiſtles the ditty of ſome ruſtick love. 
At cloſe of day, his labour well perform'd, 
He hies him home, and o'er the blazing hearth, 
His prattling offspring, and his artleſs mate, 
Share in their turns the envy'd ſmile of joy. 
Soon as the night, with ſable, wide expanſe, 
Darkly obſcures the cheering light of day, 
And in her murky veſt appears to mourn 
The ſun's declined beam, he lays him down 
Upon his bed, and weary'd with his toil, 
In Numbers, unembitter'd by diſeaſe, 
Sleeps, till the wakeful harbinger of morn, 
Tunes his ſhrill trumpet. 


Enter 
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Enter i 
ROBESPIERR E. 
Widow of Capet, 
I come with tidings will rejoice your heart. 


QuEEN. 
Siſter, do you retire to the receſs 
Allotted us to reſt. 
[ Exeunt Dauphin, Princeſs R ge, and Madame. 
Your buſineſs, Sir? 


RoBESPIERRE. 
I come deputed by a ſpecial order 
Of our Convention, to propoſe you terms. 


Quzzx. 
Any conditions honourably offer'd, 


I'm ever bound by honor to receive. 


ROBESPIERRE. 
Thus then it is—the people harraſs'd out 
By the inſatiate ravages of war, 
(For meagre famine ſtares em in the face,) 
Wait with impaticace the return of peace. 


QurEx. 
Tho' dearly I lament the fatal cauſe, 


That rouſes Europe, and her ſons to arms, 
il Yet Gallia's mad, degenerate race, will find 
| That warring nations combat on the fide 

1 Of honor, reaſon, juſtice, and humanity !— 


3 Ro E- 
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RoOBESPIERRE. 
I ſtand not here to waſte my time in words, 
Or, liſten to inveCtive, falſe abuſe— 
I came to ſtipulate the means of freedom, 
With pow'r to looſe you from your cloſe con- 
finement, 


QVvEEN. 

Releaſe me, did you ſay ? Ecſtatic ſound ! 
Has malice ſpent its fury ? have the regicides 
At laſt relented ?—or, has high heaven, 

In pity to my ſuff rings, heard my pray'rs ? 
Oh, thou haſt rais'd me from the depth of woe, 
To joys unutterable. 


ROBEGSPIERRE, 
Yet, ere you taſte 
The cup of happineſs our Senate pours, 
The ſafety of the commonweal requires 
That you ſubſcribe to what they ſhall propoſe. 


QuErezn. 


I were unworthy of the name of Queen, 
If aught I could refuſe, that might enſure 
The lolid baſis of domeſtick peace. 

Yer, let me add, my preſent, wretched ſtate, 

Shall ne'er extort a promiſe of diſgrace: 
I'd rather live in all the bitterneſs 
Of wand'ring poverty, than teach my tongue 
To ſpeak a language that my heart abhors— 
G Nor 
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Nor will I make conceſſions which might caſt 
A ſtain upon the Houſe of Auſtria, 
The noble lineage of imperial Cæſar. 


ROBESPIERRE, 
We value not a liſt of anceſtry, 
The boaſt of heraldry our laws rebuke, 


QUEEN. 


I do remember, France is govern'd now, 
By the courſe droſs—the lees— 


| RoBESPIERRE, 

Well be it fo. 
Not worſe the ſoil which is manur'd by dung. 
But to my purpoſe—if thou would'ſt regain 
The liberty you ſeek, make no denay 
To what I ſhall demand; this moment write, 
As from yourſelf, unto the German Prince, 
And each Commander of the royaliſts— 
Entreat them quickly to withdraw their troops 
This done, expect the beſt—you ſhall be free. 


QUEEN. 
And, is it thus you would aſſuage my woe? 


Is't thus you greet me with the ſounds of joy ? 

Diſſembling wretch !-—juſt ſo, the bird of omen, 

Will croak againſt the window of the ſick, 

And by his hoarſe, and inauſpicious note, 

Forewarn them of their death !—thou art de- 
ceiv'd, 


For 
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For ſorrow has not ſo far dim'd my fight, 
But that I ſee into your deep deſign. 


ROoBESPIERRE. 
Is this your anſwer ? 


QUEEN, 
'Tis my final one. 


ROBESPIERRE. 
Proud, haughty woman, thou ſhalt yet be 


humbled, 
QUEEN. 
You may prepare your torments, racks, and 
death, 


Degrade me to the loweſt wretchedneſs, 
Rob me of food and raiment—yer, my mind 


Shall *ſcape the ſhipwreck, rbats above thy ma- 
lice. A 
ROBESPIERRE. 


Ere long you will be glad to put in force, 
The philoſophick art of patient virtue. [Sneeringly. 


QuEEN. 


Oh, what a leſſon to the pride of greatneſs ? 
Am I ſo vile to be the ſlave of mirth ? 


*T is not what cruel deſtiny inflicts, 
Can change the native greatneſs of the ſoul, 
For inborn virtue piercing thro* the gloom, 
Shall riſe ſuperior to the ſhafts of fate, 


And tell me here, (pointing to ber breaft) that I 
am ſtill a Queen. 


G 2 RoBtx« 
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ROBESPIERRE, 


Your life depends upon my will. 
Que. 
Indulge 


Thy brutal vengeance on my life, for death 

Is all the mercy which I look for here. 

Imbrue your hands in blood, twill end my pains, 
And re-unite me to my murder'd Lord 


ROBESPIERRE. 


No, ere thine head be ſever'd by the axe, 
The gnawing tooth of keen, devouring grief, 
Shall hourly feed upon your pamper'd blood ; 


*Till worn and waſted by your ling'ring pains, 
Thy dreadful imprecations ſtartle hell! 


QUEEN. 


And doſt thou come, inhuman as thou art, 
Stain'd with the recent laughter of my King, 
To torture, with redoubled pangs, my heart ? 
Thus mad, diſtracted, raging with my wrongs, 
My ſcreaming agonies ſhall haunt thy ſoul, 
My echoing groans ſhall hunt thee, like a fury, 
And halloo to thy harden'd, guilty ear, 
Revenge for murder—for a Monarch's murder 

7 [The Dauphin burſts in, followed by Ma- 
dame, and Princeſs Reyal, and runs up 
jo Robgpierre. 


3 Deorhix. 
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DauPHhlnN. 


Oh, do not, do not treat my mother thus 


[ Kneels, 
Nay, kill me, and if death be not enough, 


Send me to labour, cloath me like a ſlave, 
And I will wait upon your harſh commands, 
If thou wilt only fave our honour'd parent. 


RoOBESPIERRE. 


The crifis of your fate draws near: beware 
Think on thine abject fortune, and ſuppreſs 
The haughty ſpleen of diſappointed pride. 


DauPHniN. 

You think to uſe me thus, perhaps, becauſe 
You've {lain my Sov'reign; but my mother lays 
The King of Heaven is to be my father, 

And I will tell him of your crucl deeds, 


PRINCESS RoyYar. 


What can I ſay to move you to compaſſion ? 
Thus groveling, and thus kneeling at your feet, 
Let me conjure you by the ties of nature, 


Let me conjure you by our ſex's tears, 
To pity, then releaſe us from our wrongs, 


MaDaMrE. 
Think on the ſuff rings which we have long 
endur'd, | 
Think on the gloomy ſorrows of our pris'n, 
And ſure thy frozen heart will melt with ſoftneſs. 
Ro- 
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54 
ROBESPIERRE. 
Your prayers are vain—entreaty unavailing, 

For you, who haſt with inſolence and ſcorn, 

To the Queen. 
Rejected, and oppos'd the tender'd means 
That might have guarded you from future ills ; 
Henceforth, ſeverity ſhall tame thy ſtubborneſs, 
And teach thee to repent this lofty folly. ¶ Exit. 


QUEEN. 


Still let them threaten—let the tempeſt how], 
As the earth's centre I will ſtand unmov'd, 


Amidſt the mighty ſhock of jarring diſcord ! 
My woman's heart ſhall gather fortitude, 
Whilſt reſignation arms me for the blow. 


The keeneſt pangs that cleave my ſwelling breaſt, 


Are to behold the partners of my woe, 


MaDraMe. 
Yer, ſiſter, e en from this depth of miſery, 
Two bleſſings ſtill remain ; the one is patience, 
And the enduring of our griefs together. 


Daup HIN. 
Whilſt thou art with us, this is not a pris'n. 


PRINCESS Royar. 


Your words will make us wanton in the praiſe 
Of our captivity. 


Enter 


| 
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Enter an Officer, and Guards. 


O?FIicEtr. 
Madam, reluctant, 
I am ſent, (for our Convention ſo decrees,) 


To let you know their laſt reſolve. 


QUEEX. 


Well, Sir, 
You come to free me from this houſe of clay. 
You bring a warrant for my execution. 


OFFICER. 


That would be mercy to the news I bear. 
My fault'ring tongue can ſcarce perform its 
office. 
This very inſtant you muſt leave the Temple, 
And henceforth, be confin'd alone, immur'd 
Within the precinct of a gloomy cell. 


QUEEN. 


Great God of Heav'n, when will my mis'ries 
end? 


Thou dear companions of my wretched fate, 
How ſhall I ſpeak the parting word, farewell ! 


DAU EIN. 
Nay, they cannot, ſhall not force you from us! 
For I will cling around thee, tho” their ſwords 
Do cut me piece-mecal ! Holding the Queen. 


QuEEN, 
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E' en ſtones would weep at ſucha ſcene as this! 
Oh! didſt thou know what agonies I feel, 
You, and your vile employers, would relent. 
Oh! my tormeating grief Oh, bitter pain 
"Tis worſe than death !—'tis abſolute deſpair !— 
It is—a mother—raving for her children, 


PRTNWCESS RoYar. 
Oh! righteous Heav'n behold—avenge the 
deed ! 
MaDdaMeE. 
And may the traitors curſe th' ill omen'd day, 
That gave 'em birth ! 


QUEEN. 


I cannot bear your griets, 
This torture, and this aggregate of woes ; 
Thus let me preſs thee to my throbbiag heart, 
And mingle tears of conſolation ; Oh! 
I want the healing pow'r to bring relief 
Ah! wherefore am I made the curſe, the cauſe 
That mult involve your innocence in ruin? 


Orrierx. 
Convey the mother to the Conciergerie. 
QUEEN. 
Thou can'ſt not mean it, ſavage, cruel 
moniters ! 
Fate ſhall not part vs ! [ Embracing them all. 


OZFICER, 
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OFFICER. 3 
Force them afunder. 
(Part of the Guards force the Queen one way, 
and the other party the Princeſs Royal, + 
Madame and the Dauphin another. 


QUEEN. 


Hew off my limbs !.Inhuman, barb'rous ſlaves! 
I will not looſe my hold—oh ! my poor children 


Pzinctss RovyaL and Daurxix. 
Oh, ſave us, mother ! 


QUEEN, 
Farewell, for ever (Exeunt guarded. 


SCENE II. Mazar's. 


/ 
Enter CHaRLOTTE COoRDE, and SERVANT. 


SERVANT. 
My maſter, madam, will attend you ſtraight. 
I had forgot, a perſon has been here, 
Who aſk'd for you, and went away diſturb'd. 
He ſeem'd a ſoldier, for the garb he wore 
Declar'd him to be ſuch. (Lit. 


/ 
CoRDE. 
Ha! aſoldier ! 


Dumiel has ſure betray'd me, and I'm watch'd. 
No matter, I'm above the ſenſe of fear ! 


H Thou 


i The MAID VT NORMANDY; Or, 


Thou bleſſed ſoul of him I daily mourn, 
Look from thine halcyon ſeat of happineſs, 
And ſmile upon the ſacrifice I make thee. 
Do thou, revenge, rouſe up my ſlumb'ring rage. 
Let not cold fear, ar woman's tenderneſs, 
Blunt the ſtern purpoſe of my heart ; give me 
A tyger's hungry fury, bent on prey, 

That I may conjure death from out his den, 
And hurl the villain from the face of earth ; 
That when his guilty conſcience is aſleep, 

His Heav'n forgot and naught awake but ſin, 
My vengeance, like the wildneſs of the winds, 
May drown my ſex's pity, that my hand, 

Like winged light'ning, may deſtroy the monſter. 


Enter MAR Ax. 


MARAT. 


You're punctual, madam, I did not expect 
A woman would fo ſtrictly keep her promiſe. 


Conde. 


honor truth, and when my word is paſs' d, 
I'd ſooner die, than not to obey its voice. 


MaRar. 
Die, you will ſhortly, my romantick dame. 
| | (Ale. 
Say, to what purpoſe is your ſecond vilit ? 


; 7 
. CoRoE 
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/ 
CoRDE. 


I come, once more, to warn you of the ſtorm, 
That ſoon will burſt on your devoted head, 
If you perſiſt in cruelty and blood. 

Had I the gifted tongue of eloquence, 

I would not lack perſuaſion to enforce 

The truth I ſpeak, for ſpite of flatt'ry's fraud, 
All thy miſconduct will be brought to light. 


MARAT. 
Tis time to curb the freedom of your ſpeech. 


i 
Cox DE. 


Ah! what a weight thy lab' ring ſoul will preſs, 
When Heav'n ſhall thunder in thy ſtubborn 
heart, 


And tell thee, not the Orphan's piteous ſighs, 
Nor Parents groans—nor agonizing King— 
Nor all the ſorrows of a widow'd Queen, 
Could ever pierce thine adamantine breaſt. 


MARAT. 


In time be wiſe, the hand that has aveng'd, 
And puniſh'd others, now commands thy fate. 


Fg 
CORDE. 


By penitence and tears, waſh off the ſtains, 
The crimſon bluſhes of your horrid crimes. 


H 2 MARAr. 
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MARAr. 

Were I the venal minion of a court, 
A vile dependant, and a baſe-born ſlave, 
T then might bend obedient to your frown ; 
But, as a partner of the nobleſt rights 
That parent-nature gives to all mankind, 
My patience will not brook a woman's taunt, 
Nor the fell malice of upbraiding foes. 
Audacious woman, thou ſhalt feel my pow'r. 


Cords. 

Thy pow'r I ſcorn, thy menaces deſpiſe 
Virtue defies the force of ruffian cowardice. 
My country makes me bold, nor would I ceaſe 
To plead her cauſe, tho' ſtretch'd upon the rack. 


MARAT. 

What daring impulſe prompts thee to abuſe, 
(In language unbecoming of thy ſex,) 
The friend of liberty ? Haſt thou forgot 


My zealous ſervice in the people's cauſe ? 
I 


CoRDE. 
The people's cauſe ? mean, ſhallow artifice, — 
Haſt thou not murder'd thine anointed King ? 
Do not your laws, fram'd by your frantic zeal, 
T ranſport the mind from liberty to licenſe ? 
Speciaus in form, but dang'rous in effect. 
A bitter draught, from out a golden cup. 
MaRrarT. 


; 


De DEATH of ce QUEEN of FRANCE. br 


Max Ar. 

To poiſon all ſuch rebels as thyſelf; 
But to the poliſh'd, and illumin'd mind 
Of freedom's vivifying ſpark, a juice, 
So exquiſitely pure, that as each lip 
Abſorbs the brimful neCtar of the bowl, 
They'll quaff down 


1 
CoR DE. 


Raging madneſs in the draught ! 


MARATr. 
| As man's peculiar pride diſdains controul, 
] do command thee, on thy life, deſiſt; 
Nor dare to ſlur with ſuch contemptuous ſpeech, 
The juſtice of our cauſe. 
Cons. 

Doſt thou not bluſh, perfidious as thou art, 
To talk of juſtice ?—Thou, who haſt invaded 
The rights of empire; ſap'd the ſolid baſe 
Of princely government ; drench'd this fair 

land, | 
In all the horrors of inteſtine war 
Entangled reaſon in the maze of error ; 
Sprinkled the magic duſt, equality, 
To blind the viſual ſenſe—deceive the crowd— 
Torn up Patrician honours by the root, 
Thrown them in ſcatter'd fragments to the 
winds 3 | 


I | Conjur'd 
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Conjur'd up diſcord from the vale of hell 
Broke thine allegiance ; trampled underfoot 
The God-like energy of mercy. 

But what are now the guardians of our laws ?— 
A band of rebels traitors to their king— 
And thou their oracle—their Delphic God ! 
A ſword, thy ſceptre—and thy throne, a tomb. 


MaraT., 

I warn you to take heed; my ſmother'd rage 
Ere long will ruſh upon thee, like a ſtorm, 
Borne on the pinions of the turbid north, 

And tread thee, like a name in ſand, to nothing. 
* 
Co R DE. 
Your empty threats may move the ſmile of 
ſcorn, 
But never can unhinge the virtuous ſoul. 

Your city is become the monſtrous den 
Of fabled Polyphemus.— | 
The joints of ſlaughter'd wretches are your 

« fyod "4 | 
Your wine, the gory ſtreams of headleſs trunks. 
The dire libation of Patrician blood. 
But ſoon ſhall Juſtice, with a flaming brand, 
As did Ulyſſes, ſpeedily revenge. 


MARAT. 
Thou bold intruder, dar'ſt thou enter here, 
To preach your oſtentatious claſſic- lore, 
And 


| 
. 


: 
| 
: 
| 
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And brave me underneath my ro- Know 
thou, | 
What I am? 


Cord 4 
Thou art a ſhameleſs villain ! 
Sent as a ſcourge, and to diſperſe a plague ; 
The air of France is tainted with thy breath. 
Thy mother fed on brambles, when ſhe nurs'd 
thee. 


ManRarT. 


Forbear, nor longer aggravate my wrath ! 
Tho” mercy, in compaſſion of thy charms, 
Has yet preſerv'd thee from the doom of traitors, 
Yet anger, like the billows of the ſea, 
Shall riſe, and ſink thee to the bottom. 


/ 
CoRDE. 


Go, | | 
To your modern Pandemonium, the Convention, 


Where pow'r uſurps the will, and force decrees ; 
There like the fiend of old, exalted fir, 
Pre-eminently great in wickedneſs ! 


| MARAT. 
Traduced—diſhonour'd—by a woman's tongue 
If thou dar'ſt whiſper but one accent more 
Of vile reproach, that moment is thy laſt. 


| 1 
. CoRDE. 


„ N., MAID f NORMANDY; Or, 


Conover. 
What, have I touch'd the ſtring, the thrilling 
chord, 
Whoſe ſharp vibration wakes thy guilty con- 


ſcience ? 
MARAT. 


Learn, thou imprudent railer, that my guards 
Attend my pleaſure, and at my command, 
Will inſtant bear thee to a loathſome dungeon. 

There is but one way to avert my rage, 

And quench the heated paſſion of the mind. 

Thy youth, thy beauty muſt excite deſire, 
E' en in the frozen veins of jaded age 
Let me but baſk, and riot in thine arms, 

And take as recompenſe thy forfeit life. 


/ 
ConRDE. 


Execrable wretch !—infernal monſter ! 
To proffer impious love? accurſed ſlave! 

Tho' heav'n may, for a while, ſuſpend it's 

juſtice, 

Nor wield it's thunder! yet, traitor, tremble— 
Tis not rebellious numbers on thy ſide, 
Tho' each an Ajax, with a ſevenfold ſhield, 
Shall ſave thy perjur'd ſoul ! 


MARAT. 


Obſtinate fool ! 
Delay but warms defire=thou muſt be mine, 


Not 
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Not the conſpiring powers of earth, and heav'n, 
Shall bar me from poſſeſſion !—pry'thee, yield. 


[ Laying hold of her. 


Conv. 
Unhand me, villain! [ Breaking from bim. 


MararT. 
Force is a ſure reſort |! [ Aſide. 
Aloud] My truſty guards, ye ſervants of my 


will, 
Approach, and ſeize her. 


[ As the officer and guards enter, ſhe ſlabs Manar. 


/ 
CoRDE. 


There, ſink for ever! 
And riſe no more to plague mankind! 


MARAT. 
Furies! 
My blood ebbs out apace my eyes grow dim 
What fleeting ſhadow glides before my ſight? 
'Tis death !—for lo, he ſhakes a bloody dart 
And, ſee from out that gloomy, dark abyſs, 
Legions of fiends no the gulph widens—oh-- 
They pull me down !l—rmercy lch, ſave me 
Save me ! [ Dies. 
OFFICER. 
Ah, he is dead !—there end his miſery. 


, I 
1 CoR DE. 
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l 
CoRDE. 


Ah ! rather now he ſtands arraign'd, trembling 
Before the dread tribunal of his God, 
To anſwer to a long account of crimes. 
And, oh ye Pow'rs, who regulate the fates, 
Who rule each kingdom with unerring hand, 
Inſpire each breaſt with actions of renown ! 
That &en weak woman catching but a ſpark 
Of that bright flame which warms a patriot-zeal, 
Ten thouſand Charlotte's in our land may riſe, 
Stung with reſentment of their country's wrongs, 
To ſtab each traitor, who, for private ends, 
Not publick good, by aiming at reform, 
Would tear benignant reaſon into ſhreds ; 
Would baſely pull down order from the ſtate, 
Deluge an empire with a ſtream of blood, 
And place a Dæmon on th' inſulted throne ! 


. 


THEO PDORE. 
I ubout) Off—give me way, I will not be 
withheld. 
[T heodore enters; they both ſtart, fix their 
eyes on each other, and fiand for ſome time 
motionleſs, 


Fg 
CoR DR. 


Ha! Rapture! 'Tis the viſion of Alberto! 
From out his narrow priſon of the earth, 
He comes to conſecrate the deed |! 


6 THroDoRE. 
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T HEODORE. 


My Charlotte ! [ Tenderly. 
And are the dreary hours of ſorrow paſt &? 
Oh, let me preſs thee to my fond, fond heart, 
Imprint an hallow'd kiſs upon thy cheek, 

And ſip the balmy nectar of thy lips !— 


| 7 
CoRDE. 


And doſt thou live indeed ?—He does ! he 
does ! | 
It is—it is—my long-mourn'd, lov'd Alberto! 
[ Embracing. 
Ye bounteous pow'rs, this unexpected bliſs, 
Exhales, tranſports my foul !-—-What miracle 
Reſtor'd thee to my arms ? 


T HEODORE. 
My death was feign'd. 
E'en now, I met the faithful, old Dumiel, 
Who told the rueful ſtory of your woes. 
I flew with haſte, impatience ſpur'd me on, 
To ſeek you out ; but ah ! too late I came, 
For death triumphant reigns in all its horrors ! 


/ 
COoR PDE. 


Yes, my Alberto, 'tis your Charlotte's deed ! 
This heart firſt prompted—and this arm achiev'd! 
Will not the action rouſe each ſlumb'ring ſoul, 
And make a coward brave? 

I 2 OrrickR. 
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| OFFICER, 
The guards attend. 


THEODORE. 


And is it thus we meet, to part ſo ſoon ? 


/ 
Con p. 


Thou'rt come to ſee me wedded to my grave. 


THEODORE. 
Are theſe our nuptial joys? And muſt the 
orave, 

Where, nor the converſe, or the voice of love, 
Is heard ?—where all's impenetrably dark, 
Duſt, and oblivion ; muſt the tyrant, Death, 
With cruel, glutton-appetite, devour 
Thy matchleſs beauty, and thy veſtal charms !— 
Alas, my ſhort-lv'd, tranſitory bliſs, 
Was but the ſun-ſhine of an April day ; 
Which now, ſhews all the ſplendour of the ſun, 


And then, an envious cloud obſcures the ſheen, 


/ 
CoR PDE. 


Let all your tears that ſhould bedew my grave, 
Be drops of balm to this afflicted land. 
Ere Jong we both ſhall meet in happier climes, 
Breathe the clear heav'nly æther of the bleſs'd, 
Where ſouls affianc'd, and divinely pure, 
Enjoy a more refin'd affection; 
The blended ſweets of friendſhip, and of love ! 
THE 0- 
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THftEODORE. 


Oh! muſt that form be mangled by an axe, 
Expos'd a publick ſpeCtacle, a gaze, 
Dragg'd like a common culprit to the block. 


The ignominious thonght diſtrafts my brain. 


I 
CoR D. 


It is the deed, and not the puniſoment, 
Which conſtitutes the ſhame. 


THEODORE, 


Ah, could my arms, 

Thus ſhield thee from the dart of deſtiny, 
I would endure all hardſhips to preſerve thee— 
Together we would rove the deſart-waſte— 
Encounter ſummer's heat—and winter's cold— 
And if, perchance, ſcorch'd by the barren ſands, 
Fatigu'd, and weary ; I would lay me down, 
That in my boſom you might reſt your head, 
And flumber on the pillow of a friend !— 
But can I live to ſce thee torn away? 
No, this {word ſhall plunge me 1n oblivion ! 

[ Drawing his ſword. 


/ 
Cop. 


Forbear, thy country may depend thy ſervice. 
[ Holding bim. 
Her injur'd honour bids thee live. 


Orx1ceR. 
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OFFICER. 


Madam, 
You muſt no longer by delay, obſtruct 
The duties of my office. 


THEODORE. 
Savage haſte! 5 
But whilſt one ſpark of manhood kindles here, 
I will not tamely ſuffer ſuch diſgrace ! 
The mingled pangs of love and rage convulſe 
me !— 
Tho' all the world riſe an embattled hoſt, 
To force you from the ſhelter of my arms, 
I would oppoſe them all. 


/ 
CorDE. 


To ſee the purturbation of your mind, 
To ſee you thus tranſported from yourſelf, 
The flave of paſſion, gives a torture here, 
That adds another ſting to death. To fall 
In fuch a brave attempt as this of mine, 

Is ſuch an honor, as tranſcends the fame 
Of Cæſar, and of Philip's warlike-ſon ! 

My ev'ry vein flows in a ſtream of glory 
A woman's outſide but a Roman ſoul— 
And to lament my fate would be diſhonour. 


TuZODORE. 
Thou more than woman — more to be be- 
lay'd ! 
One 
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One burſt of nature lor, my heart will break. 
"Tis paſt tis gone the dreadful conflict's oer. 


cox pk. 
I had a thouſand tender things to ſay, 
Ere I ſat forward on that fearful journey, 
To join the great majority ere the grave, 
« That ſubterraneous paſſage to eternity, 
Gap'd to receive me pay the laſt obſequies, 
To my poor remains - no other epitaph 
Do I require to chronicle my fame, 
Except a nation's rears of gratitude. 
The beſt memorial 15—our country's praiſe ! 
E'en Brutus, if alive, would envy me 
The deed ; a deed, that will for ages ſtand, 
Enroll'd on Fame's eternal, brazen volume ! 
T'his one embrace, and then a long adiev. 
(Embreciug. 
Mourn not for me, but weep for ruin'd France. 
I march not forth to death, but victory 
For when the long divorce of ſteel ſhall fall, 
And the life-blood iſſue from the blow, then, 
Shall the ſcarlet ſtream perpetuate my name, 
And prove an emblem of immortal fame ! 
A patriot's boſom glows with heav'nly fire; 
The more youſtir the flame, it mounts the higher. 
E'en malice gives a tribute of applauſe, 
To thoſe ho periſh in their country's cauſe. * 
[ Excuxt. 
EXD OF ACT 111. 
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SET Iv, 
SCENE I.—A Street. 


Enter RoBESPIERRE, meeting LtcuRE. 


RoOBESPIERRE. 


Well my co-agent of our common caule, 
Have you ſuborn'd-the witneſſes you {poke off * 


LEecuRE. 
I have; each are now ſummon'd to the trial— 
I brib'd their conſcience by the lure of gold, 
So that they'll ſwear whatever we require. 


ROBESPIERRE. | 
Then victory is ours the Queen ſhall periſh— 
But to make ſure, I'll forge another proof 
Of blackeſt guilt againſt her, which ſhall ſink 
Her name to deepeſt infamy, that wives 
Shall ſhudder at the mention of her crime, 
Even the crime of foul, inceſtuous paſſion. 


LECURE. 


What your deviſe wears a ſucceſsful face; 

But *tis an act of ſuch outrageous malice, 

I fear, *twill even ſhock the hearts of rebels, 
And make 'em ſtart abhorrent from the thought. 


Ropr- 
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RoBESPIERAE. 

No matter, tho? it ſeems not poſſible ; 
More mouſtrous tales have oft deceiv'd the vulgar. 
Truſt to my caution, lay afide your fears, 

I'll ſilence all alarms— 
| LECURE, 
There 1s that here, 
[ Laying bis band upon his breaſt. 
On which, as on the founder's iron-forge, 
Ten thouſand hammers, with repeated blows, 
Strike on my harden'd breaſt, and ev'ry ſpark 
They force, is, like a ſcorching flame of fire, 
Which lights me to my ſhame. 
ROBESPIERRE. 

Quench then the heat, 

By blood of traitors ; reſume your courage, 
That us'd to ſhrink at nothing 
LECURE, 

Since I've diſmiſs'd the guard integrity, 
That triple ſhield of innocence, my life's 
A burthen ; rack'd with the fad remembrance 
Of what I've done, I dare not hope for peace ; 
And fearing worſe, my thoughts recoil from 

death, 
And make me tremble for my wretched being. 
RoOBESPIERRE. 

It mads me to behold this lethargy— 

Away with conſcience—'tis the cant of prieſt- 


Craft— 
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And flake my thirſt with draughts of royal gore 
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The magic incantation of a convent— 
Tis ſuperſtition's undigeſted food, 
And, like the incubus, diſturbs repoſe. 


He that pretends to't is in conſtant dread, 
And dies a beggar—Pity for his tomb 


Virtue is prais'd, indeed; but oftner ſtarves. 


LEcCURE. 
Your words, my friend, have filenc'd ev'ry 
ſcruple. 

Rather than ſubmit to beggary, and rags, 
And live an object of the world's contempt, 
I yield to thy directions, and would plunge, 
Thro' ev'ry danger to acquire the means 
Of riches, thoſe glittering maſks of pow'r, 
Which hide Deformity—bur, time is precious, 
Ere this the Queen's arraign'd. 


ROBEZSPIERR . 
It glads my heart, 
That I ſhall glut my vengence on her ruin, 


To ſee her foam in vain, like ſome fierce lion, 
Who long has reign'd the monarch of the woods 
But when entangled in the ſubtile web, 

In vain, he roars; in vain he bites the ſnare 
That holds him in the toil— ( Exeunt. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE II.—The RevoLutTionaty TrIBUNAL, 


The Preſident and Members ſeated, an Officer and 
| Guards attending, and the Queen landing at the 


Bar. 
PRESIDENT. 


Widow of Capet, what can you alledge 
Againſt the charge of flying to Varennes ? 


QUEEN. 
To juſtify my conduct I have much 


To ſay, and ſpeak in my defence.— 
Firſt, as a Queen, I but obey'd my King; 
Then, as a wife, I but obey'd my huſband ; 
And as a mother, but purſu'd affetion ! 
Should theſe inducements be not ſtrong enough, 
Self-preſervation, nature's firſt, grand law, 

Muſt plead in my behalf. 


PRESIDENT, 
You're further charg'd, 
With having by your underhanaed means, 
Endeavour'd to reſtore deſpotic rule. 


QUEEN. 


Could I reſtore what never had been loſt ? 
For France, at preſent, groans beneath the 
weight 
Of democratick Deſpots—Tho' the ſtar, 
The peerlets ſtar that lately ſhone in glory, 
Is now obſcur'd, and is for ever ſet, 
K 2 Yet 
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Yet Bourbon's lineal offspring ſtill ſurvives. 
M uſt I recal ?—by lawleſs pow'r conſtrain'd, 
My royal huſband was bereft of empire 
And to compleat the anguiſh of the heart, 
And ſwell the torrent of the widow's tears, 
I'm hither brought, ah, cruel Fate, to find 
My reſt in death—my freedom in the grave ? 
PRESIDENT. 
Your words are tainted with two much aſperity. 
Quzen. 
My words offend becauſe the voice of truth.— 
I am a Princeſs—Widow of a King 
Your once exalted Queen—and what I am, 
J will with proper dignity maintain. 
O'erwhelm'd, but not ſubdu'd—cruſh'd, but 
unconquer'd. 


* 


PRESIDENT. 

Before the final ſentence is decreed, 

We give you freedom to addreſs the court. 
Queen. 

If there be any friends to ſuff ring virtue, 
Come here, as witneſs to this tragick ſcene, 
(For I anticipate the doom of death,) 

Let them in juſtice weigh mine innocence— 

Amongſt ye | was planted in my youth, 
(Would then, if heav'n had ſo been pleas'd, I'd 

periſh'd,) 
Grew up, and bore the nation goodly fruit, 


The honourable ſruit of marriage. 
But 
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But now, I'm wither'd by the breath of treaſon, 
Boldly, and baſely raviſh'd of a crown, 
My huſband murder'd, and myſelf inclos'd 
Within a dungeon's ſolitary gloom; © 
My children torn for ever from my arms ! 

But he, whoſe piercing eye pervades the whole, 
And in his time reſtores, will right their wrongs! 


PRESIDENT. 
What more ? you ſhall be heard at full. 


QvEexn,. 
Think not, 


I meanly wiſh to ſupplicate for life. 
My better part already is deſtroy'd— 
The fnow has fallen on the mountain's top, 
And premature old age, by ſorrow nurs'd, 
f© Mark'd many a furrow on my care-worn 
« cheek.” 

Now, firs, J wait the iſſue I'm prepar d 
Death has no terrors, equal to the pangs, 
Compar'd to all the mis'ries I have felt. 


PRESIDENT. [ Riſing. 


Widow of Capet, you appear before us, 
Jo prove your innocence, or, ſtand condemn'd, 
Your various treaſons *gainſt our dawning liber. 
ties. 
Your plots to re-eſtabliſh monarchy, 
Your court-intrigues, and dang'rous ſtratagems, 


Gainſt our republick, have been clearly prov'd. 
It 
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It now remains that you receive the ſentence, 
Which this auguſt tribunal ratifies. 

Death, is the puniſhment I now pronounce ; 
Upon the ſcaffold you muſt expiate 


Your crimes, 
QUEEN. 


I pardon—T1 forgive you from my ſoul, 
And hope my blood may be the laſt that flows 
Of my unhappy race— 

Let thoſe now ſeated on this bench of pow'r, 

Who mock the majeſty of ſacred juſtice, 
Store in their memory my dying words — 
A day will ſurely come, hear it, and tremble, 
When you yourſelves will ſtand before a judge 
When the recording angel will not drop 
A tear upon your deeds to blot them out, 

But will produce the awful Regiſter, 


Whoſe leaves are ſtained with the blood you've 


ſpilt !— f 
[ Exit the Queen, guarded—the ſcene cloſes, 


SCENE III.— 4 Street. 
Enter Theodore, Dumiel, and other Loyaliſts. 


DuMIEL. 
'Tis thus, my citizens, and fellow countrymen, 
'Tis thus, unhappy Gallia droops her head, 
And ſinks beneath accumulating ills— 


An upſtart, deſp'rate race, who vulture like, 
3 Will, 
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Will, with rav'nous beak, and cruel talons, 
Prey on the entrails of our bleeding land. 


THEODORE. 

Freedom and right no longer ſhall be known== 
The modeſt matron, and the ſpotleſs maid, 
The guard of virtue, and the prop of age, 

E' en all that man can hold moſt dear and precious, 
Will be the ſpoil of our imperious traitors. 


Duni. | 
Let not the ſpecious ſound of liberty, 
Betray ye to an act of inhumanity. 


T HEODORE. 

Here, for myſelf I ſwear t' unſheath my ſword, 
And guard the majeſty of ravag'd France— 
Nor ſhall the honours mad ambition ſeeks, 

Nor all the wealth that bribes the ſoul to guilt, 
Force me to deſert the cauſe of innocence ; 
Make me abandon an expiring Queen, 

Or leave the royal captives in diſtreſs ! 


DuMIEL. 
Peace to thy ſuff rings, thou illuſtrious Queen! 
Once the dear idol of a people's love, 
How bleſt was once the morning of thy life! 
Bur lo the evening of thy ſplendid day, 
In darkneſs ſets, o'ercalt by gloomy Fate ! 


THEODORE, 
Laſt night of all when poſted on my guard, 
I ſaw 


- 
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I ſaw-the ſubterraneous dreary cell, 
Where this devoted victim is immur'd. 
A glim'ring lamp, hung from the arched vault, 


Ser vd but to ſhew the horrors of the place 


The noxious vapours riſing from the earth, 
Had caſt a miſty dew upon the walls, 
Whoſe gelid moiſture, trickling down their ſides, 
Appear'd to weep for her unhappy lot— 

At the one corner, lay ſome ſcatter'd ember:, 
That only ſeem'd to mock the warmth ſh= 

courted. 

Upon the cold, damp earth, ſhe lay reclin'd 
Her auburne treſſes on her ſhoulders hung, 
Neglected, and diſhevell'd, and portray'd 
The melancholy picture of deſpair ! 


DuMI1EL. 
Oh, that ſome happy means might yet be 
found, | 
To free her from the doleful dungeon, 


T HEODORE, 
Ere yet another hour be paſs'd, I ſhall 
Be near the pris'n—the ſtation is moſt apt. 
Here Robeſpierre enters unobſerved. 
The partners of my watch have pledg'd their 
- honours, 
A ſoldier's binding oath, to ſhare the danger, 
And, at the hazard of their lives, releaſe 

The royal martyr r from approaching death— 

What, 
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What, ſhall our ſwords hang uſeleſs by our ſide, 

When bold rebellion, with a giant's arm, 

Would cruſh the nobleſt pillars of our ſtate, 

Contarninate the laws, and make us live 

The ſavage band of anarchy and blood? _ 
Oh, may that wretch, hke murd'rous Cain, 

abhorr'd, 
Be branded with an Æthiop's ſtain, who dares 
To violate the ſacred rights of kings! [ Exeunt. 


RoBxSPIERRE, 
Ha, is it even ſo ?—releaſe the Queen! 
[ Coming forward. 

Tho' treaſon walks abroad, and with temerity, 
Plots miſchief in the open ſtreets, my care, 
Audacious ſlaves, ſhall counteract your ſchemes. 

This very hour the Queen ſhall meet her doom. 
Whilſt at our leiſure thofe abandon'd rebels, 
Shall be encircled with a load of chains, 
And end their mad career upon the ſcaffold ! [ Exit. 


SCENE THE LAST. > 
The dungeon of the Conciergerie. The Derr di- 
covered lying on the ground. p 


Ah, wherefore ſhould I fear to tread alone 


The manſion of the grave ? Each ſtep we move, 
Travels towards it, and each fleeting hour 
Knolls the departure of time's narrow ſpace. 
"Tis the magnetic pow'r attracts our lives 
L The 
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The centre unto which all nature tends. 


What cloud, what deſart, or, what miſty 


darkneſs, 
Can hide us from the piercing ſearch of death. 
What rampart can the ſapient art of man's 
Artillery, raiſe againſt the ſiege of fate? 
Death's but a ſleep, and of all ſleeps the 

ſweeteſt — 

*Tis but to ſhake off earth's incumb'ring clog, 
And be array'd in immortality. 
Then welcome, Death, thou meſſenger of peace, 
Thou healing cordial to an aching heart— 
And tho' the road which I muſt paſs, is ſtrew'd 
With thorns and briers, ſomething whiſpers here, 
That tells me, I ſhall wear a crown immortal; 
And riſe in glory, like the ſun, again, 
After a long eclipſe !— 


Enter T HEODORE. 


THEODORE. 
Thanks to indulgent Heav'n, I've gain'd my 
wiſh ; | 
The ſentinels unheeded let me pals. 
This is, indeed, the cave of miſcry, 
The chief abode of wretchedneſs and woe. 
Ah, yonder fits the ſad remains of greatneſs, 
The mourning relick of a murder'd king. 
10 Qu ren. 
What voice, in pity-breathing ſtrains, reſounds, 
As tho” it felt my ſorrows as it's own ? 
On | Tuxo- 
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THtODORE. 
Accept, my Queen, a ſubje&?s richeſt gift, 
The loyal inſpiration of the heart! | 
| QUEEN. 
Nay, pry'thee, do not aggravate my grief, 
And with inſulting, cruel mockery, 
Sport with the feelings of an helpleſs woman. 
T HEODORE:. 


Oh, do not wrong the purpoſe of my ſoul 


My boſom fraught with manly charity, 
Unlocks the ſluice of nature, and pours forth 
The tributary tear of ſympathy ! 


QUEEN. 
I thank thy tender nature, and lament 


My circumſcrib'd ability, that lacks 
The means to pay thee. 
THEODORE. 


The cauſe of virtue, 
Is the cauſe of all—let the ſordid wretch 


Do good, and hope reward ; the gen'rous mind 


Acts from a nobler inſtinct, purer motive, 
The god like impulſe of humanity ! 


QUEEN. 


Such friendly ſounds but ſeldom enter here, 


* 


Where nothing's heard, but lamentable groans, 


The ſhrieks of captives, and the clinking noiſe 


Of galling fetters, or the pondrous gates, 
Crecking on their ruſty iron hinges. 
THEODORE. 
Heart- rending woe Oh horrible relation 


L 2 But 
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But now the time is near at hand, when thou 
Shal't re- aſſume the ſceptre, and be free, 
QUEEN. 
The thoughts of empire I have long ſince ba- 
niſh'd— 
Th' imperial garland ſhall no more adorn 
My brow !—fate brooding o'er her iron-loom, 
Has wove the ſhroud of death. 
 TmnEtODORE. 

The guards are yours 
This inſtant take advantage of my ald, 
And leave the priſon. 


Qui. 
Think of the danger. 


No, let me rather die, than be the cauſe 
Of your deſtruction. 
T HEODORE. 

Think of your offspring, 

Thoſe deareſt pledges of thy nuptial vows. 
QuEeex. 

Oh, thou haſt rous'd the mother to my heart! 
For their dear ſakes I'd linger out my days, 
Receive, with joy, the proffer'd means of life, 
And live, contented, tho' an abject ſlave, 

Tuzopoxx. 

Haſte then, my royal miſtreſs, ftom this place. 

QUEEN. 
My ſhiv'ring limbs benumb'd with chilling 
damps, LRiſing. 
Can ſcarce ſupport me —oh, I feel decay 
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In thank you for your arm tis kind indeed 
And much I owe thee for thy gen'rous friendfhip, 
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I fear -I tremble for the iſſue. 
As Theodore is leading ber off, a ens | 
guards enter, 
Ah l— [Sereame, and falls to the grounk, 
THrroDORE, ; 
Deſtruction to my hopes, undone for ever! 
OFFICER, 
Yes, traitor, thou art caught. 
T HREODORE, 
I know the worſt— 


Let guilty ſouls appal'd, ſhrink back from death, 
The bravely innocent can bravely die ! 


Or rien. To the guards. 
Raiſe up the priſoner, the guards without, 
Are ready to conduct her to the ſcaffold. 
T HEODORE, 
For pity's ſake ſuſpend the cruel ſentence, 
And grant her but the reſpite of an hour. 


OFFICER, 
It muſt not bei dare not diſobey 
My orders. 


* 


TEO DORE. 
What legal obligation, 
Binds thee to unworthy ſervice? for ſhame— 
Let not compulſion ſtigmatize the man. 
Curſe on the ſoil where virtue cannot thrive; 
Where, the devouring locuſts of equality, 
I Swallow 
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Swallow: the produce of induſtrious labour, 
Fatten in Noth, and, like the Ouggith drones, 
Rob from the honey'd treaſures of the bee 
I bluſh to think on your. diſgraceful deeds — 
My laſt departing ſigh ſhall breathe revenge, 
And heave a malediction on your city. 
QUEEN. 

Where are my children?—fain I would indulge 

The few, ſhort moments of expiring life, 
In fond endearments, ſuch as mothers feel. 
May 1 not ſee them ?—take a parting kiſs, 
Ere I go hence, and ſhall be ſeen no more? 
OFFICER 
It is not in my pow'r to grant your wiſh, 
QUuUEEN. 

Well, fir, the ſtruggling conflict of my ſoul 
Will be the leſs ; twill ſave the ſharpeſt pangs 
Of witneſſing the grief I cannot cure. 

My weary'd head will ſoop lie down in peace, 
My aching buſom will forget to beat, 

And I ſhall lumber on my earthy couch, 
Till the archangel's trump ſhall waken death! 
(4 long roll of muffled drums, the Queen ftarts, 
but after a pauſe, reſumes a majeſtic dignity— 
then, enter the executioner, and guards, who 
range themſelves on each fide the fſage.} 


OFFICER. | 
It is the dreadful ſummons !—you mult prepare 
To die. 
QUEEN. 


I vill not long detain you, fir— I truly 
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I truly mourn that virtue ſuch as thine, ' 
[To Theodore, 
Should meet ſo poor requital, as my thanks; 
And grieve ſtill more to think I am the cauſe, 
Of all that you may ſuffer for my ſake. 
T H4EODORE, 

Let not that thought imbitter your repoſe. 
The ſubject, who can view the howling ſtorm, 
That threatens to ſubvert the ſeat of empire, 
And ſtrives not to ſupport the ſinking throne— 
May ſuch a wretch be hunted thro? the world, 
And live dependant on a miſer's alms !— | 


QVEEN. 
Oh, thou ſupreme, who ſit'ſt enthron'd an high! 


[ Kn:eling. 
Who haſt infus'd within the cup of life, 
The bitt'reſt potion for the draught of pride— 
If, in the diſpenſations of thy pow'r, * 
Thou haſt decreed for ſome peculiar end, 
That I ſhould ſuffer for a vicious race, 
With humbleſt patience I ſuſtain the load. 

If, in the thoughtleſs hour of dazzled pomp, 
My heart has been eſtrang'd from thee, and heav'n, 
In mercy, puniſh ; bleſs my poor orphans, 

And ftretch a ray of pity on their fate! 

Strengthen my nature in the trying hour, 

And let religion's unextinguiſh'd flame, 
Illume the duſky paſſage of the grave. 
Come, hope, thou white-rob'd cherub of the 


i{ky, | 
| Deſcend, 
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dead me to my doom—my ſoul prepar d, 


e looks forward to that peaceful ſhore, 
The bliſsful ſeat of happy -ſpirii—why 
Should apprehenſionFhake this feeble frame Ls, 
Deach'z.but a paſſport. to eternity — 
e c. t. 245 is proc eſten, as guard- 
yr the Nen abe muffled n the 
—— 
Ny > TwtzoODoOREB . .Y 
A Heaven, at whoſe an nd, F 
Wild diſedrd folds her: garments dy'd in blood, 
| Inrob'd, nich juſtice, ſend thy miſſile dart, 
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— thoſe who brought a monarch to the 
And laid a King's prerogative in duſt. 


Frophetic inſpiration prompts my tongue, 

bi me fpeak the wiſhes 2 
tay alkrepoblicans, ' with envy ſee, : 
nach happy, and his ſubjects free; 
| att expand her olive-branching wings, 
Kod freed: . densath che reign of Kings ! 
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